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had left the house. She had gone in a flurry of
cushions, handbags, dust-coats, dozens of little
unnecessary things that had to be carried out by
hand and stowed away on the back seat of the
brougham; the servants had scurried like rabbits-
everything seemed to have been forgotten at the
last minute; Button and Miss Wace had been
harried and chivied, the former remaining com-
mendably imperturbable, the latter getting visibly
flustered, for tears came into her eyes, her nose
turned red, and she dived for a handkerchief into
the pocket concealed in her petticoat; poor Miss
Wace looked remarkably plain, with a flat tweed
cap on her head and a long dust-coat of brown
holland. Over the whole scene of departure hung
the probability that the duchess would miss the
train, Anquetil reflected that he could have de-
parted for the South Pole with less agitation. Off
she had gone at last, alone in the brougham, while
Button and Miss Wace followed, jerking and
swaying, in the noisy wagonette. "Back on Satur-
day 1" she had cried to the children through the
window; and "Perhaps I shall find you still here"
she had cried to Anquetil, who was not sure
whether he ought to regard this as irony or as an
invitation. So he had smiled and shaken his head
but the duchess was already engaged in rescuing
a slipping parcel and next moment the brougham
had earned her beyond the reach of any answer,
Anquetil was glad to have witnessed the whole of
this litte comedy; he liked seeing how other
people lived, provided he was not obliged to